IN PHILADELPHIA
T A TE had little time in which to see Philadelphia. A large
V V shining car, as usual, brought us in by way of Ardmon
and through, probably, the richest suburban township in thi
world, by numbers of bright, luxurious houses with mud
white paint and green shutters, fanciful, gay houses witl
rocky roofs and intricate with balconies and verandahs
pillars and porches, with gardens, which, at the moment
were overflowing with masses of a bright yellow shrub. W<
passed through the large Fairmount Park, where the peact
trees were just bursting into flower, and from there we could
see the city, a Babylonish sky-line of the mighty towers, all
trying to outstrip each other, and rising hugely from the
natural world.
We first investigated the splendid shops, and impelled by
the rising temperature, I bought a pair of cotton trousers for
six shillings, and we then attacked one of the mountainous
buildings, the tallest in the city.
We walked into a staggering hall of black and silver, so
shimmering with concealed lights that it was impossible to
gauge where walls and ceiling began and ended. It was the
last word in smartness, but to me was just a horrible and
revolting production of artificial light, air, and building
material, a terrifying rectangular mausoleum in which all
human sense came to a standstill A smooth lift expressed
us to the nineteenth floor, moving with scarcely any percep-
tion of movement, and with only a short nauseous quiver as
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